MODERN BONNET.,

—=Orisit a bat?
me of St Petor's! toll me that,
roadly gonoeived, ocrown, brim and bow,
It is grand with & grandeur grand, you know ;
Rut somehow 1 hardly seem made on the plan
0t the grandest kind of a grand young man,
And this, perbaps, is why at the play
My thoughts from Hamlet or Lear will stray,
And why to the bonnet in front I turn
With “thoughts that breathe and worda that

bubn.”

The modern bonnet ! ah, who designed

This torment of torments to those behind

For women may weep, and men may rage,
The bonnet shute out both player and stage;
And soon, with its artless turns sod jerks,
Its nods and dips and feminine quirks,

Makes the poor wreteh in the seat behind,
Who has paid for his place, as good as blind.

THE

Do
Jaish

And still its ohallenge appears to be:
wpooh for the play ! just look at me ! y
My ostrich plume, so long and handsome,
Is worth in itself & young kiog's ransom.
T'wo feet across and one foot high

Is little enough for such aa L."

Ob, it spreads itself like a potentate !

And yet, do you know, I pity the pute,

The silly pate, that is under, or in,

And doesn's know it commits a sin.

8he never suspects that the rights of man

Ave all at war with her bonnet's plan;

Aud to gaze for three long mortal hours

At its wide expanse, its plumes, its flowers,

Is more than a man will care to do

Who has come, one may say, with a different
view,

Not to spéak of the ticket's cost,

And the time and tone and temper lost.

And now I think of a maiden fair,
Crowned with the wealth of her clinging hair,
Who weareth & turban close and trim,
Her sweet face glowing beneath its brim;
And I say to myself : “'If ever I wed,
»Pwill be with a turban maid, instead
Of the poor misguided feminine soul
Who flaunteth a beaver aureole.”
—Harper's Bazar,

LOVE ON A FARM.

“Are you my Aunt Dorcas?”

Mrs. Torrance had been entertainingi
a Quilting Bee that afternoon, and sho
had just got the frame out of the way,
the dishes washed up, and the apart-
ment generally “tidied,” when there
came a meek tap at the door, and there
in the yellow April twilight stood a
small figure in a gray traveling shawl,
and holding a bag.

“Sakes alive!” said Mrs, Torrance,
“Who be you ?”

“I am Emily,” said the girl. “Please
let me in, for I am tired and cold. I've
walked all the way from the station,
and I've had nothing to eat since noon.”

“Well, I never!” said Mrs. Torrance.
“You're the city schoolma’am ain’t you,
as went ont to live with Cousin Shad-
rach? And, he's dead, and the money
has all gone to the Baptist Widow and
Orphan Fund! You didn’t made much
by that move, did you? And you've
come to us now, thongh we wasn’t styl-
ish enough for you before. Well, come
in, come in}” )

And Mrs, Torrance, who was assen-
tially & kind-hearted woman, albeit she
could not repress the sneer that rose
to her lips, moved the low rocker to
the fire, and flung another log on the |
andirons,

Cousin Shadrach had been the family
Apple of Discord ever since they could
remember. He was rich, he was eccen-
tric, he was crabbed. He had shut the |
door in the faces of all his relations |
until, toward the last, sick and feeble,
he had signified his desire that Emily

Alden should come and take care of
him. And Emily had gone. ?

There had been a spice of jealousy |
in the family as regarded Emily, for a|
long time. Emily had been looked
upon as “proud” and “stuck up,” be-
cause, instead of entering a factory, or
learning the dressmaker’s trade, she
had elected to be a teacher. She had

Torrance. “We eat breakfast at five,”
And then she went away.

iarly as was the breakfast hour,
Emily was awake at least an hour before
it. Asif the tumultuous glee of the
robins and blue-birdsin the old orchard '
would pern it any one to sleap! And as
she lay with her cheek against the pil-
low, watching the rosy dawnlight creep
up the wall, she heard the sound of
voices in the meadow below her oase-
ment,

“What is she like, mother ?” said Job,
Junior, who was milking,

“Ob, she looks well enough,” Mrs. |
Torrance carelessly responded. *“Lit- |
tle and dark, with big shady, eyes, and
a real Torrance mouth. Doesn't talk a
great deal, and is dressed shabby, as
one might expect.”

“Poor thing,” said Job, pityingly.

“Well,” said Mrs. Torrance, sharply,
“I can't say but what I think she de-
serves all she's got. Them Aldens al-
ways were as proud as Lucifer.”

“You'll keep her, mother, of course?”

“I suppose 80,” said Mrs Torrance,
“Idon’t suppose she's get anywhere
else to go.”

There was no more delicious dozing
for Emily now. Bhe rose hurriedly,
dressed herself and came down stairs,

“Aunt Doreas,” she said, as she en-
countered that lady frying ham and
eggs over the kitchen fire, “what is
there in this neighborhood for & woman
to do?”

“Eh?” said Mrs. Terrance in surprise,

“To earn my living, I mean!” ex-
plained Emily. “Is the district school
supplied with a teacher?”

Mrs, Torrance nodded as she placed
the slices of frizzling ham on a blue-
edged plate, and arranged the eggsin
golden spheres above.

“Is there a factory hereabouts?” pur-
sued Emily.

“Used to be,” said Mrs. Torrance,
“but they failed, and it's been shut up
for ten months.”

“Do you know of any one-who wants
a girl ?” pursued the ¢ity cousin.

Mrs. Torrance set the coffse pot on
the table, blew the horn ior Job, and
then responded fio her niece’s query by
a counter question :

“Why don’t yoy stay here?”

“Because,” said Emily with spirit, “I
want to earn my own living.”

“Well, you can earn it here, can’t
you? I was caleulating to hire a girl
this spring. And if you'll work hon-
estly for it, I'll give you the six dollars
a month I was going to pay for hired
help.”

Emily’s face brightened.

“I ghould like that,” seid she.

And then Job camein, tall, handsome
and flushed, his curls yet wet from the
spring into which he had dipped them,
and a sprig of trailing arbutus pinned
into his coat, and spoke a frank wel-
come to the young girl whom he had
never before seen.

So Cousin Shadrack Seely is dead,”
he said.

“Yes,” said Emily, quietly.

“Did you like him?”

“No,” confessed the girl. “He was
crogs and surly, and bad no sympathy
with anybody. But I tried to be kind
to him, and he kissed me once before
he died, and said I had been a good |
girl.” |

“And then went and léft his money |
to the Refuge for Baptist Widows and |
Orphans!” said Mrs. Torrance. “That's
Cousin Shadrack all over.”

“He had a right to do as he pleased
with his money,” said Emily, a faint

' glow rising to her cheeks. I

“Well, it's all over and gone,” said
Mrs. Torrance., “There's no use talk-

|ing about it now.”

And she sighed softly to think how

| the drove.
| thirty six hogs; just three times vs

never visited Job Torrance’s family un-
til now—now that Counsin Shadrach had
willed his money to the Baptist Wid-
ows aud Orphans—her own mother was
dead, and her step-father, a pompous
old wholesale grocer, objected to step-
children, so that there seemed to be no
other haven of refuge left to her.

Who could blame Mrs, Torrance for
& momentary feeling of trinmph, when
Emily Alden came thus to her door-
stone in the twilight of that April day?

Bat she helped her off with her
things, made a cup of tea for her, and
finally escorted her to a little room un-
der the roof-tree, where the floor was
tovered by a home-made rag carpet,
and the bed decorated with a rainbow
“Job's troubles” quilt, and you could
look out of the window into s greening
meadow, where a whip-poor-will plsint-
ed its melancholy ref sin.

“I hope you'll sleep well.” said Mrs

many of life’s kard angles might have
been avoided in the future, if only
Cousin Shadrack had been less inter-
ested in the Baptist widows and or-
phans,

At the end of a month, Mrs. Torrance
was forced to acknowledge that Emily
had well earned her six dollars & month
and board. The girl certainly had
about her that wonderfal magnetic
power which philosophers dub “execu-
tive ability” and New England house
keepers call “faculty.” She was a nat-
ural cook—she did things without
seeming to take any trouble at all.

“] don’t understand it," said Mre.
Tormance. “A little, dark, slim thing
that was always brought up to sit with
her bands folded.”

And one sultry day in July, when
Joband Emily came in from straw-
berrying, with crimsoned Sagers,
sughing faces, and baskets beaped high

with the fragrant fruit, Mrs, Torrance
started in the solitude of the dairy,
where she was making “cottage oheose.”

“I declare,” she oried, *“I wonder I
never thought of that before. Ob,
dear! oh, dear! I never can consent to
it in the living world.”

Job came to her that ssme eveving, |

“Motlier,” said he, “Emily has prom-
ised to be my*wife.” ,

Mrs. Torrance burst into tears,

“You're only six-and-twenty years|
old, Job,” she faltered.

“Just two years older than when my
father mmried you, mother. Now|
don't turn your face away; but tell me |
plainly—have you any fault to find with
my choice ?” |

“No—no,” confessed Mrs, Torrance. |

“Do you think I ecould possibly win |
a swoeter girl than Emily Alden ?”

“No, I don’t suppose you eould,” an-
swered the mother in-law elect; “but
it’s natural, Job, to feel a little jealous
when you see seme one else taking the
first place in your child’s heart.”

But when Job bronght Emily in to
receive her greeting Mrs. Torrance had
sufficiently conquered herself to bid!
her new daughter welcome. |

“Though I supposed, Emily,” said |
she, a little bitterly, “that you looked |

higher than a farmer once,” f

“I never looked higher than one of |
Nature's noblemen,” said Emily, witha |
smile that fairly won the old lady’'s |
heart. i

That same ¢vening as they all sat to- |
gether in the orange twilight, with the |
scent of tall, white lilies in the air, |
Emily suddenly broke the silence. !

“Job,” said she, “would you like to |
be rich ?” : i

“Well, yes,” said Job, “I'd like money+
enough to keep my wife in luxury.” |

“Would you, Aunt Dorcas?” said
Emily, turning to Mrs, Torrance. ;

“Of course I ghould,” said that mat- |
ron, vigorously plying her kuittingg
needles; “but I don’t ever expect it.” ‘

“But you are rich,” said Emily. with
a little tremor in her wvoice. “Job is!
rich—we are all rich together with |

Cousin S8hadrack’s money.” |
“But,” cried Mrs. Torrance, “I

widows and orphans,”

“Not all,” said Emily. “It is a secr«t,
but I may tell you now. Half was left
to the Refuge—the other thirty thous-
and is mine, to be paid over to me on
ihe day on which I marry a man, who,
tgnorant of Cousin Shadrack's baquest,
has loved me loyally and well. 1t was
the old man’s whim, and I have re-
spected it. Oh, Aunt Dorcas, I came
to you because in my loneliness and be- |
wilderment I knew wot where else to |
go—but I little dreamed that I was en- |
tering the kingdom of a mnoble hear'.” |

It was true. Shadrack Seely, eccen-
tric in life, had been equally eccentric
in his death—and when Mr. Mustybill, |
the lawyer, paid over the legacy, he said |
chuckling : |

“It is all right!
poor client would have had it.
gratnlate you, Mrs. Job Torrance

And Mrs. Torrance, the elder, hes & |
higher opinion than ever of her|
daughter-in-law’s attractions, now thet |
they arein a background of gold.— |
Shirley Browne.

I con-

e

“GENTLEMEN of the jary,” said a
blundering council in a suit about a lot |
of hogs, “there were just thirby-six in
Please remember the fact — |

many as in that jury bog, gertemcn.”

PILLS

SYMPTOMS OF A

TORPID LIVER.

Lioss of atzlm:mt*lt.u. Bowels costive, Pain in
tho Head, with a dull sensation in the
back part, Pain under the Shoulder
biade, fullness after eating, with a disin-
clination to exertion of dy or mind,
irritability of temper, Low spirits, with
s feeling of having neglected some duty,
W eariness, Dizziness, Fluttering at the
Heart, Dots before the eyes, Yellow Ekin,
Headache generally over the right eve.
Restlessness, with fitful dreams, highly
colored Urine, and

CONSTIPATION.

TUTT'S PILLS are especially adapted to
such cases, one dose effects such a change
of feeling as to astonish the sufferer.

Ther Inerease the Appetite, and cause the
bady (0 Take om Flesh, thus the system s
nonrished. and by their Tonle Aetion on the

Digr=tive ular Steols are pro-
duce Price g Cents Murray N, N. Y.
——

UTT’S HAIR DYE.

Grav Hate on Wanxens changed 1o a GLossy
BLACK by asingle apphication of thils DyYe. Itien-
parts s natural oolor, acts [nstantaneonsly. Sald
by Druggista. or sent by cxpress on receipt of §1
OFFICE, 33 MURRAY ST, NEW YORE.
D, TITTS NadTAL of Vidmhis [nfermetion asd
Coetnd Borsipts will be mailed FREEE on spplistion.

THE DISEASES OF
YOUTH and MANHOOD

AGUICE TO HEALTH WITH-

¥ APHYEICLAN of 28 year's
experience. Den't polson
veomr system wilh [ . bat pet
this Book and ave Quar ks,
ssPrescriptions free” and Flectric Bell Hem-
bugs, which It exposes. Price Sets. Address

THE PUBLISHER Box 234 Milwsukes, Win

thought he left it all to the Baptist! -

It's exactly as my J ]
|

L UTERS

“IT WORKS LIKE A CHARM,"

Affords Instant rellef In all cases of Rhouma-
tisn, Neuralgia and Sclatica,

QUANNES

|
|

Mixed with a little molasses or honey, will
cure spoedily the worst case of Cough, Cold or
Hoarsenvss,

Relleves Diarrhooa and

80 grﬁ;(ulum its action
cons tion,

Soothes the pains and gripings In children,
and meets all their allments,

PAIN KILLING

Affords immediate rellef in Diphtheria and all |
affections of the throat,

Cures stiff or swollen jolnts, and removes erick |
in the back st once,

Has ro equal in the world for burns, scalds or |
abrasions o? the skin.

Cures Uanker, Sore Mouth, Headache, Tooth- |
acho and Earache, ]

|

MAGIU

Cures Chapped Hands and Chiilblalns, Sore
Bcnl“r and Eruptions of the Skin, Spraius and
Sirains of any of the muscles of the body.

It works like a charm in every aflmeat peco-

0IL

Buy it of the Druggist or Merchant where you
trade. 1If they have not got it on hand they will
gond for it, at your request, and sell you IReme
ne's Pain Killing Magic Ol atlowest

tery in a manner
s never succecded by

CARTEF,
S WITY

WITTLE
g Y

CURE

Birke Headacho el rellera £ tha tronhlea inel-
dont to s billoas gate of the pyadom, mich te Liide
riosn, Nauses, Drowsloe.s, Phstries after eathngg,
Poiara tm e, & Widls Hiele most

ablor e 4 bt bood shown Incaring

SICK

Meatachs, yot Carter'a Little Liver Pi'saro equelly
valualde 1 Consilpation, curing sl preventins
this nunoying complaiut, while they also correct
a'l Ctronlera of tho rlomach, stimulnte tho livee
and rouluto the bowels,  Even It ihey only cuned

HEAD

Actia ey wonld be almost pricsloss to Liona who
puse From ts distressiig complalat s but toptis
nately thoie goodness doed noteid here, and thovre
who oncs try them will find those ltl.ttn{:mn yalu=
able i xomany ways that they wilnot ho wil

to do without them. Dutafter all efc’k hond

ACHE

Is tho bane of #o many lves that hero l4 where we
make our great boast, Our pills cure it while
others do not,

Cartor's Littlo Liver Pills ore very small and
very ciaey Lo tuke,  Ono or two pllls mako n dose,
They ate siricily yegotable and do not gripe oe
purgre, but by their gentle action plenss all who
use them,  In vinls nt 25 cents; ilvo for §1.  Sold
by (rupgists overywhere, or sent by nul,

CARTER MEDICINE CO,,
New York City.

price at retail,

Sold by Druggists, Grocers and Dealers in
Modicines.

THE BEST

OF ALL

LINIMENTS

FOR MAN AND BEAST.

For more than n third of a eentury the
Mexican Mustang Liniment has been
known to millions all over the world ag
the onl{asaru reliance for the relief of
accidents and pain. It is o medicine
above price and praise—the best of ita

::hlnd. For every form of external paln
e

MEXICAN

Mustang Liniment 18 without an equal.

It penctrates flesh and muscle to
the very bone—making the continu-
ance of pain and inflammation impos-
sible. Its effects upon Human Flesh und
the Brute Creation are equally wonder-
ful. The Mexican

MUSTANG

Liniment ia needed by somebody in
every honse., Every |Iniv brings news of
{the agony of an awful scald or burn
subdned, of rhemmathe martyrs re-
stored, or a valuable horse or ox
saved by the healing power of this

LINIMENT

which s}gemlily enres such allments of
the HUMAN FLESH as
Rheumnatism, Swellings
Joints, Contracted Muscles, Burns
and Scalds, Cuts, Bruises and
Poisonouns Bites and
Stiffness, Lamencss, Old
Sores, Ulcers, Frosthites, Chllbhlna
Sore Nipples, Caked Breast, a
indeed every form of external dis-
ense. It heals without sears.
For the BRUTE CREATION it cures
Sprains, Swinny, Stiff Joints,
Founder, Harness dorn. Hoof Ms~
eases, Foot Rot, Screw Worm
llnllows Horn, 'I'I?e"::h;l.l’n e
pavin, rush, ghone,
1d4 Bores, Poll Evil, Film upon
the Sight and every other aillment
to wh occupants of the
Stable and Stock Yard are liable,
The Mexican Musta Liniment
always cures and never disappolnts;
and It is, positively,

THE BEST

OF ALL

A hararis preseroprion of one of the
most poted and sriwwaful sporcialiats in the U S
: = o Lho-c_' nlrrtf‘mm .
u“ﬂ._&ﬂnﬁ;*ﬁn. Druggists cas Al L

Address DR. WARD & CO., s wisions, Mo

for all diseases

-+ . complete tonic; espes
- igestion, Dyspepsia, Inter-
4 Viayers, Want of Appetite,
. firrength, Lack of Energy;
pwiotes the blood, strengthe
(o muascles, and gives new

Ji.aead  CUDe

.5 nerves. Acts like a
e digestive organs,

D T
1y on

ol ol dyspeptic symprtoms,

e+ taeting thoe food, Belching,

4y e Stomach, Heartburn,

“4 only Iron Preparation

- "1 ot blacken tho teeth or

s tondache, Sold by all Drug-

<1.00 a bottle.
N CHEMICAL CO.
Baltimore, Md.

0 teom Bltiers are made by Rworw s Cunscak
ve crussid redd liues atd Arado Wmark o wrADpeS.

" AEWARE OF IMITATIONS.

5% '
i -
% .".'a-::mm' Purgative Pills make New Iich

Blood, nad will completoly change the bilood in
theontirosvstem in three months, Any person
who will take 1 pill ench night from 1to 13weeks
iy e resinred to sound health, if such a thing
4o possible,  Sent by mall for B letter stampa.
A, 10 NSON & CO., Boston, Mass. .

Jormerly Ranger, Me.
the best l-'amllf

"G F_.NTS WAHTED ﬁn kni

- ir of
’ or | spatond., "
] nnﬂ“?ﬁfﬁ{. l::\‘fil TOE compl-Ei‘ in

EVERYWIERE (o sell

1.8, Wilh
..{..l--ﬁ_ It will aiso knik & gn-al‘vuiﬂ’)_rkg: cy=
e for whilch thers (s always A realy IMATKES
e e ias and terms B0 the Tywombly JKnitting
sanchine Conaenw 1 5l., Boston, Mass.

BEATTY SRS 550 "a'lg'fum
up, tars Hollday inducements Ready. rite or
eall on BEATTY, Washington, N. J.

Uhrmisis and Bole

HARRIS REMEDY CO.,"%




